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fidence that he always so badly needed. Porteous
did not understand diffidence, nor did he know the
cure for it. He was a kind man, although not quite
so kind as he thought he was. Mr. Bird's smallness
of stature, his shyness in company, his inability to
make the best of himself, seemed to Porteous some-
thing of a joke, a great deal of a pity, and the kind of
thing that Jesus Christ deplored. He talked to Bird
as an elder brother, who is captain of his school
eleven, talks to his younger brother who has ink on
his fingers, dust in his hair, and an apprehensive
walk.

* We are all Christ's soldiers, my dear friend,
We are in His service. He is our Captain, Nothing
must dismay us. With Him at our side we must
have no fear/

He gave Bird a great deal of work because he was
himself busied about so many public affairs. * Let
us see. There is the Guild of Work at eleven-
thirty, I can't be at that because of the Friends of
the Cathedral meeting. At two-thirty there is the
Mission at Polcreath. You should be back at five
for the Young Men's Holiday Fund, Don't let
Botchett have his way over that. He wants us to
go to Newly Sands this time- Quite absurd. We
went to Newly three years ago, and there were so
many people that both the cricket* and the bathing
were spoilt. Stand up to Botchett.*

This thought of standing up to Botchett was quite
enough to spoil Bird's whole day, Botchett, who
was one of the churchwardens at St Paul's, was
loud-voiced, red-faced and obstinate* A most diffi-
cult man.

There was the further trouble of Camilla Porteous*